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a long stick, and made all of us kiss the part of the stick
which had touched the image.
" < What think you of this image ?' asked the Bishop.
" ' It is the likeness of a Pope/ said Pantagruel; *1 know
him by the tiara, the furred amice, the rochet, and the
slipper/
" * You are right/ replied the Bishop. ' It is the picture
of that good God on earth, whose coming we devoutly wait,
and whom we hope one day to see in this country. 0 happy,
wished-for, and most expected day! and happy, most happy
you, whose propitious stars have so far favoured you, that
you have seen the living and real face of this God on earth !
By the single sight of his picture we obtain full remission
of all the sins which we remember, and a third part, with
eighteen-fortieths besides, of the sins which we have for-
gotten. But, indeed, we only see it on annual holidays/ "
After church, they go to dinner, when the service is per-
formed by young girls clad in white albs with flowers in
their hair. These serving-maids sing an anthem in honour
of the holy Decretals, after which the excellent Bishop
falls into an ecstasy over the divinely inspired book.
The good old Bishop ! He is a type of the honest
narrow-minded believer. He has entire faith in his
nostrums. He has pictured a world all peace and tran-
quillity, full of good things to eat and drink, inhabited
by a race of sheep-like mortals, who follow and obey,
content to be well fed and well housed. The priest's
idea of man has ever been as of a drove of sheep. "We
are to be as ignorant, as docile, as peaceful as the flock
of bleating wethers; we are to have as little care as they
for anything except plentiful grass, sunshine after shear-
ing, and safety in the fold from the wolf. And the
distinguishing mark of the priest in all ages, in all re-
ligions, and in all countries, is that he can never think